
The Hiflory of 

for ponder, they*l fill a pitas well as better:tutli man, mortal! 
men,mortallmen, 

mfl. I, but Sir John, mee-thinkes they are exceeding p 0o r e 
and bare, toobeggerly. 

Fal. Faith for their poverty,! know not where they had that 
And for their barcneffe,I am fure they never learnt that of me.’ 

Prin. No i’le be fwome, unlefle you call three fingers on th c 

ribs, bare :but firra,make hafte, ‘Percy is already in the field.&w, 
Fal. What, is the King incamp’d ? 

Weft. Do is,Wir Iobn, I feare we {hall flay too long. 

•Fd/.Well , the latter end of a Fray, and the beginning of a 
Feaffefitsa dull fighter, and a keene gueft. Sxemu. 

Enter HotftHr,WorcefterfDowglas, and Vernon, 

Hot. Wec’l fight with him to night. 
fVor.lt may not be. 

Dow. You give him then advantage. 

F«\Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you fo ? lookes he not for Supply > 

For. So doe we. 

Hot. His is certaine,ours is doubtfull. 

Wtr.Good coufin,be advif d,ftir not to night. 

Vtr. Do not my Lord. 

LW. You doe not counfcll well ; 

Thou fpeakft it out of fearc,and cold heart. 

Ft tr. Do not (launder, Dowglas, by my life. 

And I dare well maintaine it with my life - 
Ifwell-rdpe&ed honor bid me on, 

I hold as little counfcll with weake feare. 

As you my Lord, or any Scot, that this day lives : 

Let it be fcene to morrow in the battell,which of us feares. 
Dow.Y ea,or to night . for. Content. 

Hot. To night, fay I, 

For. Come, come, it may not be. 

I wonder much,being men of fuch great leading as you are. 
That you forefee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition .-certaine Korfes 
Of my coudi Fernm ate not yet come up. 

Your- 


Henry the Fourth 

v ur Tlncle Worcefters Horfe came but to day. 

And now their pride and metall is afleepe, 
n-vir courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a horfe is halfethe halfc of him himfelfw. 

Hot. So are the horfes of the Enemy, 

In generall journey bated and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

prorTbc number of the King exceedeth ours .* 

For godsfake, Coufin, ftay till all cbme in. 

The Trumpet founds a parley . Enter Sir Walter Blmt. 
Blunt. I come with gracious offer from the King, 

If you vouchfafe me hearing and refpeft. 

//cf.Weleome,fir Walter Blunt : and. would to God 
You were of our determination ; 

Some of us love you well, and even thofe fome 
Envy your great defervings and good name, 

Becaufe you are not of our quality, 

Butftandagainft us like' an Enemy. 

Blunt, And God defend,but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 

So long as out of limit and true rule, 

You ftand againft anoynted Majefty : 

Bur to my charge. The King hath fcntto know 
The nature of your griefes , and whereupon 
You conjure from the breft of civill peace, 

Such bold Hoftility Reaching his ducious Land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 
Have any way your good deferts forgot. 

Which he conteffeth to be manifold. 

He bids you name your griefe, and with all {peed. 

You lhall have your defire with intereft. 

And pardon abfolute for your felfe, and thefe, 

Herein mif-led by your {uggeltion. 

Hot. The King is kind : and well we know, the Kipg 
Knowes at what time to promife, when to pay : 

My Father,my Uncle, and my felfe, 

Did give him that fame royalty he weares, 

And when he wasnot fixe and twenty ftrong, 

'ickein the worlds regard 4 wretched, and low. 
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